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of the Emperor, in order to witness a ceremony whose
very novelty made it exceptionally interesting.
While awaiting the formation of the Emperor's
cortege, I walked through some of the rooms of the
Palace, where were assembled several thousand generals,
officers of all ranks and civil functionaries. Resplendent
with multi-coloured uniforms, glittering with gold and
silver lace and covered with decorations, they were so
disposed as to leave a passage free through the various
rooms for the entry of the Imperial procession.
At first there was nothing to be observed that differed
in any respect from what one was accustomed to see
at the Winter Palace on days of great ceremony, but
now,  suddenly, between the two hedges  of brilliant
uniforms, began the sombre procession of the repre-
sentatives of the people, on their way to the throne-
room, where they were to await the Czar, and, for the
first time in that elegant rococo Palace, built for the
Empress Elizabeth by the Italian Rastrelli, where for
one hundred and fifty years, had been  displayed all
the pomp of one of the most  sumptuous courts of
Europe, a crowd of the most democratic aspect was to
be seen*   Here and there in the throng one could see
a few provincial lawyers or doctors in evening dress,
and an occasional uniform was to be noticed; but that
which predominated was not even the simple dress of
the bourgeois, but rather the long caftan of the peasant
or   the   factory-workman's   blouse.    Such   a   contrast
could not help being novel and striking, but it was es-
pecially impressive, as the deputies filed past between
the two rows of officers and functionaries, to observe
the expression of the faces on the one side and on the
other.   Here an old general, there a bureaucrat, grown
white in the service, could hardly conceal the con-